THE  RELIEF OF THE  ALCAZAR AT TOLEDO
When I reached the Puerto del Pico there were still
signs of the fight on every side—abandoned equipment and
broken rifles. It was difficult to understand how the
Reds had ever allowed themselves to be surprised in such
a position where the advantages of natural fortifications
were all in their favour. On the other hand. It was easy
to realise what a disaster surprise and defeat would be In
such a place The Puerto del Pico is, to 1117 rnlnd, one
of the most beautiful passes In Europe. Great peaks rise
to some eight thousand feet on either side, and the pass
opens out on a semicircle of mountains with the steepest
slopes. The road, with a score of hairpin bends, winds
its way slowly from side to side of the semicircle to drop
fifteen hundred feet in ten miles by motor-cai, but barely
two miles as the crow flies. Crossing the road both at
the top and the bottom of the pass runs one of the longest
stretches of well-paved and well-preserved Roman roads
I have seen. It zigzags down the mountain-side like an
immense staircase, and can be traced practically intact all
the way to Arenas de San Pedro, fifteen miles distant.
The peasants with their mule trains use it to the exclu-
sion of the road, which they dislike owing to the passing
motor-cars and its greater length. Along this road which
was a famous Roman highway must have passed on horse-
back or in their mule litters all the great Roman generals
who ruled over Spain, with their retinues, their slaves, and
their escorts.
On either side are mountains tipped with eternal snow,
and then come the great grey and purple slopes which
simply glow with colour under the autumn Castihan sun,
until gradually the green, first of scrub oak and then of
pasture land, invades them. In the narrow valley below
a tiny stream runs, the Roman road crossing it by a high
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